
1 . 


For four nights now 

These angry spirits have set about 

To pillage, plunder, interfere 

With my tired, weary mind 

As it seeks out the serenity of restful sleep 

For four nights 

Through voice speaking....shouting 
Through diatribes of devious mystery 
For four nights 
These invading spirits 

Have filled this dark chamber with their mockery 
Now it is time 

For them to bring their presence to its zenith 

And their words are like daggers hurled through the air 

Another hour I have lost for the hourglass 

Is never merciful to me 

Another night is now asunder 

For what I have done in the years behind me 


2 . 

Unknown.unknown 

Is so much still left to me 

And they.how they are 

So committed to their villainous purpose 

Yes.in this room without light 

Dimensions are colliding 





I hear them speak 

Of other worlds beyond number 

How can I sleep 

When such visions 

Are brought forth from the shadows 

My weariness.my weariness 

Of this, they give no regard 

Precious moments blown into the nothingness of night 
These angry spirits....their voices 
They do not relent 
These voices do not relent 


3 . 

Not a single thought slips past them 

They are intrusive beyond comprehension 

They seek to impose a tyranny 

They seek to watch my thoughts 

And my thoughts stray and scatter 

By this absolute violation 

And more precious moments are lost 

And I am still awake 

As these intruding spirits take from me 

My time of rest 

Rest.as they require none 

As the hours grow darker 
They seem to grow in strength 
How beyond the boundary 


Of belief it seems 




Yet a dream this is not 


4 . 


And by the fourth night 
Such a familiar scene 
The intruders did not wait very long 
To begin their cadence of upheaval 

And my eyes.they see nothing 

Yet my ears 

What unfathomable things they hear 

The otherworldly 

And how it is heard 

The sea of sleep 

Now asunder in tempest 

Like a hornet's nest 

Strange voices all about me 

How am I to find rest this night? 

There are others here 

Unseen to my eyes 

And such a wind 

Such a tempest wind of voices 

They fill this room 

With riddles and with deceits 



5. 


And can I ever tell a soul? 

What would I then discover? 

Disbelief?.disregard? 

A tyranny of opinions? 

In late hours.in this dark room 

New awakenings to a greater reality 

A routine now. 

Of unraveling notions 
What I thought I once knew 
I knew not 
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